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through the excited mob and reached masses of sight-
" sects who were still waiting for the King. From the
Canebiere Into the Rue St. Ferreol, where the public
were all cheering and still crying Vive k Roi!

But the car drew up at the prefecture. Tea was set
out there because it had been intended that after the
ceremony of placing a wreath on the monument to the
fallen soldiers King Alexander, M. Barthou and other
notables should return to the prefecture for tea before
his Majesty went to the railway station to take the train
to Dijon to meet the Queen. The King's body was
carried into the chief magistrate's room and laid upon
a sofa. Blood now trickled from the lips which still
preserved their vague smile, making it possible to
believe that the King yet lived. Several doctors had
offered their services, but were not allowed to examine
the wounds. A gendarme had been sent post haste to
a hospital to fetch the most highly qualified doctor in
Marseilles. He reached the hospital at 4.30 p.m. and
Dr. Assali, chief medical officer of colonial troops,
came at once. Dr. Assali took one glance at the body,
took up a wrist, felt for the pulse, and then gave an
almost indignant glance at the people gathered round,
as much as to say, "Why did you bring me here?"
"Life has ceased," said he.

He entrusted the examination of the dead body to
another doctor and hurried to the military hospital to
see what he could do for General Georges, who lay
unconscious there. It was found that King Alexander
had been shot twice, first through the chest and then
through the abdomen. It was the first bullet that had
killed him, not actually passing through the heart, but
near enough for death to have been almost instantaneous.
In his subsequent evidence to the court, the second
doctor, Raoul Olmer, declared: "Nous n'avons pu que
constater le deces qui avait du etre tres rapide."

General Georges was the next to receive attention.
His condition was parlous in the extreme. He had been